Life and Letters

made-up perversions like (I take the first to
hand) " I am now bather anew in the Pierian
Fount." He would always write " fit not"
instead of " do not fit" or ""Thank-song"
instead of " song of thanksgiving.'' A vocab-
ulary or an order used by his fellows was an
abomination to him. Was it that he was in
perpetual dread of thinness, not merely anxious
to display, but positively afraid to be himself
since himself was not a good enough thing to
be ? And even when that is admitted, does
not something still remain; something quite
positively objectionable ; an attitude towards
things, and especially towards women, which
one can only vaguely indicate by calling it a
sort of refined gloating ?

So our thoughts proceed. And then we
check; realising that he did great things and
that great men found him great. " Not an
artist, oh, not an artist," said Henry James to
a friend, " but he did the best things best."
Part at least of a poet was in him. The famous
things come into one's mind : the scene at the
weir in Feverel^ stanzas of Love in a Falley,
the blossoming tree in The Egoist, the sonnet
on Prince Luctfer, and passages in Modern Love.
The mystery and the bewilderment return ; we
doubt his powers but admit his achievement,
we call him connoisseur and poseur, and find
him writing of people like a man and of nature
like an enthusiast. But for me, I tell myself
this, but still I find that I am not in contact
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